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ANYTHING CAN HAPPEN IN TEXAS
By HAPSBURG LIEBE 

"Not a Trailer . . . Fact Is, I Hate Cow Thieves, So I Don't Trail 'Em" 
 

HE two cowboys had shed their hardware 
and were having it out fist-and-skull there in 
the bunkhouse, in the light of hanging oil 

lamps. Tip Callahan was slender and thirty pounds 
under the weight of stocky Buckskin Odom, yet he 
was winning. Odom had been riding Callahan for 
weeks. Pack Arnett led a flurry of cheers when Tip 
drove Buck clean to the floor with a haymaker left. 

Odom sprang up and came back like a cyclone, 
only to go down again, this time bleeding. 

“You—cow thief,” he mumbled, and crawled 
off. 

We saw Callahan go white under his sunburn. 
Cow thief. Here was something to think about. 

Old Henry Varner’s V Quarter-circle, 
nicknamed the Cup and Saucer, occupied big 
territory and bossing it was a big job. Due to 
rustling that we hadn’t been able to stop, the outfit 

was in the red. Varner lived in town, twenty miles 
away; he hounded the sheriff; the law tried, but 
without success. Last time I’d seen old Henry, he’d 
said he was going to dig up a certain very slick 
Association range sleuth and send him out. 

As I turned back to paperwork on my desk in a 
front corner of the bunkhouse, the face of a stranger 
appeared at a window nearby. Very tall, he was, 
lank as a wolf, black-bearded, with the eyes of a 
hawk. Slyly he tossed a letter through to me. “Keep 
quiet,” he whispered. 

Varner had written the letter to introduce J.P. 
Redington, finest cattle-thief trailer in the 
Southwest. A peculiar man, with peculiar methods, 
Varner said, and put it up to me to give him a free 
hand regardless. The owner of the Cup was mad. 

 

T 



 SHORT STORIES 2 

HE newcomer beckoned me outside. Light 
from the window showed me that he wore 

ordinary range clothing, and carried a six-shooter 
with a long barrel. Again he beckoned. We walked 
off a short distance in the dim star radiance. 

“You didn’t want any of the boys to overhear 
our talk, Mr. Redington,” I muttered. “Correct?” 

“Yup,” he said. “I’ll have to keep undercover, 
y’know. Better not call me by my name; Jones will 
be okay. You see, we’re buckin’ an ace rustler 
bunch, and they’ve likely got a man or so in your 
cowboy crew. Do you suspicion anybody?” 

“Not unless it’s Tipton Callahan,” I told him. 
“Tip is the last of a badlands set of desperadoes and 
longloopers. He’s a hard worker, and top hand, and 
I’ve wanted to believe he’s trying to live his name 
down. Well, I’m glad you’re here, Mr. Red—er, I 
mean, Mr. Jones. I hope Henry Varner was plumb 
correct in calling you the best cow-thief trailer in 
the Southwest.” 

“Nup, wasn’t plumb correct,” he said quickly. 
“Not trailer, but killer. Cow-thief killer. I hate cow 
thieves, Rod, and some day I’ll tell you why. 
Rod—that’s what they call you, ain’t it?” 

“Yes,” I said. “You’re a Cattle Association man, 
I take it, Mr. Jones. Any plans yet?” 

“Yup,” he said, “I’m an Association man. They 
have a hell of a time holdin’ me down; but I hate 
cow thieves, and I keep it in my mind that anything 
can happen in Texas, and I deliver the goods and 
they keep me. Make my plans as I go along; leave 
things to me, Rod. After we put my hoss up, I could 
do with some supper.” 

His horse proved to be a tall, lean roan, built for 
speed. 

 
E GULPED all the supper leftovers in the 
bunkhouse leanto, then ambled into the 

bunkhouse and told the boys glibly that his name 
was Jones and that he was a friend of Henry 
Varner’s and aimed to ride our grub line until he 
got well of a bad gizzard or cashed in his chips, one 
or the other. 

Tip Callahan winked at me. I threw at him, 
“What do you mean by that, cowboy?” and he 
answered promptly: 

“If you must know, boss, I mean my guess is 
that this here smooth-talkin’ Mr. Jones has got no 
gizzard to speak of but will cash in his chips before 
long anyhow.” 

Buckskin Odom laughed a sneering, hooting 

laugh. Mr. Jones did not even look toward 
Callahan; instead, he looked toward Odom, and 
soon he and Buck appeared to be making up a sort 
of friendship. I had gone back to my front-corner 
desk. Callahan walked over, cut an eye slyly 
around to indicate Odom and the black-bearded 
stranger, and half whispered. 

“Quee-dow!” 
The Mexican-Spanish word is properly spelled 

cuidao and means, “Look out.” Tip grinned a hard 
little grin as he turned away. 

Jones was one of the first to sit down to early 
breakfast next morning. This over, he followed me 
out to where the boys were saddling for the day’s 
work, and started talk: 

“Varner said you kept a heavy night guard on 
the cattle, Rod. How did the rustlers get by that?” 

“Used all the tricks,” I told him. “An old 
favorite was to do some shooting on one edge of 
the range, to get the boys over there, then raid 
somewhere else. Powdery sand desert to west and 
south; rock hills to north and east. We’ve never 
located a single Cup cow. The thieves are smart!” 

“The very kind I like to run up against. They’ve 
sure got a spy in your crew,” Mr. Jones said, his 
voice so low that none of our riders could overhear. 
My voice, too, was low: 

“Get anything out of Buckskin Odom last 
night?” 

“Yup, Buck claims that Tip Callahan, who’s 
from the bad old longlooper set, is the only Cup 
and Saucer puncher that’s had any real chance to 
help the thieves. How about that, Rod?” 

“Tip has worked by himself when he could. 
Seemed to prefer it. Not that he doesn’t get along 
with the rest of the boys, for he does—all but Buck 
Odom. Buck and Tip disliked each other at first 
sight. Some men are built that way, Mr. Jones.” 

He shrugged. The hawk eyes were narrow. 
Shortly afterward, Jones caught out and saddled his 
tall roan, mounted and rode off. 

The night men came in, cared for their horses, 
breakfasted, went to their bunks. My job now took 
me to the range. There were a good many square 
miles of it, all more or less rolling. I wasn’t through 
riding at four o’clock in the afternoon. 

Two of the day men, Callahan and Odom, 
hadn’t been anywhere in evidence, and this worried 
me. Tip’s having whipped Buck the evening before 
just possibly could have led to a dry-gulching with 
Tip on the receiving end. Then I ran into the Cup’s 
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oldest cowboy, Packrat Arnett, and inquired: 
“When did you last see Callahan and Odom, 

Pack?” 
“Ain’t seed Tip,” he answered, “sence mid-

mawnin’, and ain’t seed Buck sence afore that. Tip 
told me yeste’day he’s diskivered couple seep 
springs up at the edge o’ the rock, and mought be 
he’s went thar to clean ‘em out fer the cow critters. 
He’s the best damn, conscientiousest rider you got, 
Rod.” 

 
T WAS a good mile to the foot of the north hills. 
An hour later I found Callahan standing beside a 

cleared spring. 
“You know what water is on a cattle range, 

boss,” he said. 
“Anybody does. Look, Tip. You ought to stop 

being a lone wolf and stick closer to the other boys. 
You’ve got an enemy in the outfit, and might need 
witnesses. Get me?” 

There was a sudden hard glint in his eye. “Sure, 
boss, I get you. You was hintin’ about Buck Odom, 
or the cow thievin’, or maybe both. Buck thinks 
because my folks was—what they was—” 

He broke off as though he saw no need to go 
further with it. A few seconds, and he brightened 
and spoke again. “Boss, don’t you sometimes get 
tired o’ cow-camp frijole beans?” 

Odd switching of subjects. But there wasn’t 
time for comment. Hoofs striking rock told us that 
riders were coming from westward, along the foot 
of the hills. Callahan turned to his cow horse, 
picked up the rein and stepped into the saddle. 

Soon the riders, two in number, rounded a 
boulder and came into sight within a short stone’s 
throw of us. The first was tall and lank, black-
bearded Mr. Jones, self-styled cow-thief killer. He 
led the other horse, and tied across it belly down 
was the stocky form of Buckskin Odom. I called to 
the bearded man: 

“Is Buck dead?” 
“Yup,” said Mr. Jones. 
“Cow thief?” 
“Nup,” said Mr. Jones. “Leastways, I’m not sure 

of it. He laid dead back there couple miles, with his 
boss standin’ close by. A dry-gulch job, Rod, I 
figure. His gun hadn’t been fired.” 

Gun and belt were hanging on the Odom saddle. 
An oath slipped out of me. It had been Callahan 
that I’d feared would be dry-gulched! Then, 
suddenly and swiftly, Jones went for his long-

barreled weapon. He didn’t pull it, for Tip 
Callahan’s old range Colt already was covering his 
middle. 

“No, you don’t,” Tip said, in a voice almost 
hard enough to clank. “You’re not takin’ me in to 
hang for this killin’, for I didn’t do it. But the court 
would convict me just the same, on account I’m 
who I am!” 

Jones growled, “I didn’t reach for iron until I 
saw you was goin’ to, cowboy. You’re fast; I’ll say 
that for you.” 

It was my move now. “Tip, let’s sniff your gun-
muzzle for fresh powder scent. Be in your favor, if 
there isn’t any. Mr. Jones is not going to take 
advantage of it.” 

Callahan’s grin was pale and narrow. “There’s 
scent, boss. Remember me askin’ if you got tired o’ 
frijole beans? I’d shot a half-grown jackrabbit, and 
meant it for you. It lays in the shade o’ that rock 
there.” 

He pointed with his left thumb. The black-
bearded man said, “Could be a nice, cute way to 
cover up, Rod.” 

“Yeah, couldn’t it!” hooted Tip, really mad 
now. “Listen, Jonesy. I’m high-tailin’. And if you 
hanker to keep Buck Odom company, try stoppin’ 
me!” 

Jones didn’t try. When Tip was gone, I 
muttered, “Outlawed. Not easy for me to believe 
he’d stoop to waylaying a man. He’s the kind to 
shoot it out.” 

The hawk eyes flashed. “Hell, Rod, I don’t care 
who done this. Cow thieves is my business, and 
nothin’ else is. Now as for Callahan, I aim to prove 
it to you that he’s connected with the rustlers in a 
fashion that’ll surprise you plumb out o’ your 
boots. Like I already told you, Rod, anything can 
happen in Texas!” 

“Biggest state in the Union,” I told him, “in 
more ways than one.” 

He ignored that, gave me the Odom horse’s 
rein, and went galloping off. I wondered again 
about this bitter-hard man; wondered what could 
have happened, back in his life, to saddle him with 
such intense hatred for cow thieves. 

Jones had already been to the bunkhouse when I 
arrived, and he had then ridden northward with a 
two-days’ supply of rations inside his shirt. What 
there was left of Buckskin Odom we sent to town 
in a buckboard. On the following morning, a pair of 
the sheriff’s deputies came out looking for Tip 
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Callahan. They had no luck at all. 
Behind the bunkhouse, near the horse corrals, 

we had a floorless building for vehicles, harness 
and saddles and other gear, and in one end there 
was a horse-shoeing outfit. I was at the anvil fitting 
back a shoe that my horse had thrown, when Tip 
Callahan came slipping in. The deputies hadn’t 
been gone for more than an hour. 

“ ‘Lo, boss,” grinning. He looked starved. 
“How’s tricks?” 

“Same. See Mr. Jones anywhere?’’ 
“Yeah,” answered Tip, “but I don’t think he saw 

me. He sure is a trailer, though; hard to outfox. I 
had to talk with you, boss. You’ve been good to 
me, and I want to sorta pay you back, and it’ll help 
a sight if you’ll trust me. Nobody else much ever 
did, but—will you?” 

Wild as a buck and tough as a boot. Yet his eyes 
actually begged, like a dog’s. After a moment, I 
said, “Yes, Tip, I will.” 

“Bueno. Then who is this salty Mr. Jones?” 
I told him frankly that Jones was J.P. Redington, 

noted cow-thief killer, and added, “He thinks, Tip, 
that you’re in big with the rustlers. And Varner is 
giving him a free hand here.” 

Callahan’s lean face tightened. “And so Jones is 
on my trail to kill me. Look, boss. If I was to nail 
the rustlers myself, beatin’ Jones to it, wouldn’t 
that be somethin’?” 

“It certainly would be something!” 
He went on talking and he spoke fast: 
“You figured the stolen cows went through the 

west or south desert, where wind would sand their 
tracks over. North or east, there was no place to 
take ‘em; all big ranches, other side the hills in 
them directions. Well, I asked myself what I’d do if 
I was the thieves, and this is it: I’d drive ‘em west 
through sand along the south edge o’ the hills, find 
a place to cut ‘em through, and have me a hideout 
range somewhere for workin’ brands over. Then 
they’d sell anywhere at top price.” 

Tip caught a long breath and kept going: 
“You’ll know what I mean when I tell you that I 

know a heap about brand fixin’s. This Cup V could 
easy be made into a N, or a W, or a diamond, or—
oh, hell, boss, there never was such a fool brand as 
Varner’s!” 

“It was all right until these super-slick hombres 
settled on us like buzzards on a carcass, Tip. You—” 

Callahan had heard a sound that I’d missed. He 
sprang to the nearby doorway. “Damn—!” he 

whispered, and wheeled to race through the 
building. 

 
UST as he vanished, Mr. Jones came tearing in 
with his long-barreled six-shooter ready. He 

didn’t see my foot, and tripped and fell, his head 
striking a post, turned over and lay there still with a 
trickle of blood at one temple. I knelt beside him. 
He was unconscious, all right; no foxing here. Tip 
had heard the heavy thump, and was peering 
through a window. He grinned. 

“No time now to tell you all I wanted to tell 
you, boss. If I can have some grub—” 

“Ask the cook to load your shirt with tinned 
stuff. Get it and get away from here,” I said. 

“Thanks, boss!” 
Callahan had tied his horse in creek willows 

below the corrals. He was back in his saddle and 
long gone when Jones came to. Jones climbed to 
his feet, swore and clawed at his black beard, then 
picked up his gun and leathered it. 

“Tripped me, Rod, didn’t you?” he ground out. 
“How do you expect me to succeed when even you 
work against me?” 

“Not against you but against murder—you can’t 
be sure that Callahan is a rustler,” I said, more than 
a little mad now. “And I’d like to bring this to your 
mind, Mr. Redington; in a shoot-out with Tip 
cornered, he might have had the best of it.” 

“You’ve never seen me shoot!” He was in a 
rage. “Murder? Who ever heard of a man charged 
with murder for killin’ a star cow thief? For 
Callahan sure is just that, not to mention the Odom 
dry-gulchin’. Anything, Rod, can happen—” 

“In Texas,” I cut in. “Yeah, you told me that 
before.” 

He replenished his grub supply and left. 
When the day crew rode in that evening, 

wizened old Packrat Arnett wasn’t along. None of 
the other boys remembered having seen him since 
noon. Then one of the punchers, who ordinarily 
was very close-mouthed, came to me with some 
bits of news. 

“Old Pack was a tough stick in his young days, 
Rod, I happen to know, his name bein’ sometimes 
linked with Tip Callahan’s cow-stealin’ kinfolks. 
He thought a good deal o’ Tip, I’m sure o’ that. 
Make what you can of it.” 

Arnett didn’t show up that night, the next day, 
or the next night. But at sunrise on the following 
morning his cow horse straggled in. Its rein had 
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been tied up short. On one side of the worn-smooth 
saddle there was a splotch of dried blood; on the 
other side was a series of scratched marks that, at 
first glance, were more like the picture-writing of 
an Indian than anything else. 

 
ACKRAT had made those marks with the 
point of his knife, probably in the dark. He’d 

meant them for letters, words, a message; had let 
his horse come back in order to bring the message 
to me. The blood splotch suggested that he was 
hurt, perhaps badly. 

It required a quarter of an hour’s close figuring 
to bring out just three misspelled words. Thefs. 
Sherf. Posy. 

Thieves. Sheriff. Posse. 
Not so difficult to get sense out of it. Tip 

Callahan had taken old Pack Arnett off the range to 
help in trailing rustlers; the two had found what 
they’d been looking for, and were in trouble. 
Twenty miles to the sheriff and a posse. No time 
for that. I sent the night men back to the range, 
rounded up the fresh day men and started with 
them. There were fifteen of us. 

A hideout ranch on the other side of the rocky 
hill line, in the wild country west of the big ranches 
that lay north of the Cup. Callahan’s idea. We had 
nothing else to go on. 

We rode desert sand along the south edge of the 
hills until mid-afternoon before we spied out the 
blind mouth of a canyon that offered some promise 
as a cut-through. Underfoot all was loose rock and 
gravel, where tracks wouldn’t show. We entered 
the canyon, and kept going. A maze of laterals 
puzzled us. Still we kept going. 

An hour by sun, and the canyon walls were not 
so high; we were making it through. Suddenly one 
of the boys pointed ahead and slightly upward. 

“Looks like circlin’ buzzards, Rod. Pack, you 
reckon?” 

The thought was sickening. 
Our fifteen pushed on into a shallowing, rocky 

valley, then out to a broad expanse of wild country 
dotted heavily with shrub. We found a small creek 
and watered in haste. Dusk had begun to settle 
when we came upon the buzzards’ quarry—a 
saddled cow horse that has been shot neatly 
through the forehead. 

It was Tip Callahan’s. He’d fired the shot 
himself; the animal had a broken leg. But where 
was Tip? And old Pack? 

The horse was headed westward, and we rode 
on in that direction, making poor time because of 
rough ground and gathering darkness. After some 
three miles of it, we cut into a trail and had better 
going. This trail had led us almost to the top of a 
ridge when there was a flash on the summit, the 
whine of a rifle bullet, and the cowboy next to me 
gripped his left shoulder and swore. 

Then we heard a flurry of hoofbeats. They faded 
quickly. 

“One man, probably a sentinel,” I said, “and 
he’s gone to tell; we’re close to big doings, maybe. 
Not hurt much, Jim, are you?” 

“Burnt me a little, Rod, is all.” 
Riding on to the top of the ridge, we halted and 

after a minute dismounted, looked and listened, 
saw nothing but heard something that really was 
something. A bush dump within a few yards of us 
spoke in the creaky voice of Packrat Arnett! 

“Oh, boss, fer gosh sakes. You had to git here 
jest at the very secunt to sp’ile my play, dammit.” 

“What the hell play was that?” bullet-burned 
Jim said before I could put a word out. “You 
bander-shanged old toad, we all been sadder’n a 
graveyard, thinkin’ buzzards had et you, and here 
y’are cussin’ us.” 

 
ACK came out of the bush clump. His angular 
figure was indistinct in the night. He said: 

“Dammit, I had snuck like a Injun fer a hour, 
tryin’ to git clost enough to that lookout to clunk 
him with my gun-bar’l—makin’ no noise, y’see—
and jest as I’m nearly ready to do it, why, he hears 
yore hosses comin’ and shoots one time and jumps 
on his hoss and is gone!” 

“Blood on your saddle told us you’d been hurt, 
Pack,” I said. “If it’s bad—” 

“It ain’t,” he cut in. “A .30-.30 through my laig, 
is what it was; missed bone, and done stopped 
bleedin’. Dang them little bullets. Gimme a .45, 
which they’ll knock a man down and kill him, too. 
But .30-.30 rifles is long-reachers, and they got 
sev’ral—” 

“What about Tip Callahan?” 
“Tip,” said Arnett, “was okay last time I seed 

him. He’s a whizzer, Tip is. And Mr. Jones—oh, 
hell, boss, that Mr. Jones!” The old-timer let his 
creaky voice down. “No more talk now. That 
lookout jigger’ll be back any minute with a bunch 
o’ the meanest sidewinders on earth. You fellers git 
away from here quick. Half a hour afore daybreak, 
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meet me at the nawth end o’ this ridge. Now git!” 
He stepped backward and disappeared in the 

darkness. Cowboy Jim muttered, “Anything to do, 
Rod, ‘cept what the old toad ordered?” 

“Packrat wouldn’t have been so important if he 
hadn’t felt sure of his ground,” I said. “Let’s ride.” 

The ridge soon flattened out. On comparatively 
level terrain again, we got down and tied, and set a 
two-man guard, the rest of us bunking up on loose 
rock. Missing two meals had made us dog-hungry. 
But nobody mentioned that. 

At midnight I took my turn on guard trick with 
Jim. The two cowboys we’d relieved had just 
begun light snoring when there was a shot off 
westward, perhaps a mile away; the night was still, 
and the sound was plain. Then there was another 
shot. 

“Six-shooter,” breathed Jim. “Too short and dull 
for a rifle.” 

“Right,” I told him. “If there’s any more of it, 
we’ll go for a look-see.” 

There was no more of it. 
Pack Arnett did not come to us at the time he’d 

set. After a brief wait, we mounted and rode 
westward. Inside of ten minutes, a grassy basin 
opened ahead, a basin none of us had known 
existed, and the outlines of many cows were dimly 
visible. One of the boys stepped down to examine a 
couple of brands. 

“Couldn’t make one of ‘em out in the dark, 
Rod,” he reported, “but the other one is a Cup and 
Saucer worked over into a diamond in a circle!” 

There it was, a hideout range exactly as 
suggested by Callahan, who beyond a doubt was on 
the square and doing his best to clean the name left 
to him by his desperado kin. As for Mr. Jones, this 
tough gent had made one great hell of a mistake. 
He was going to find a higher meaning for that pet 
line of his—“Anything can happen in Texas.” 

“A light over there, Rod,” muttered Jim, 
pointing. 

I saw it even as Jim saw it. Near half a mile off, 
the light was that of a lamp or lantern in the 
rustlers’ hangout. It vanished suddenly. Rosy 
streaks were beginning to fan upward in the east. 
This meant fast moving, since surprise was the big 
thing now. Men in saddles being easily spotted, we 
tied the horses at the basin edge and advanced on 
foot. 

Soon the shape of a long, shanty-style house 
rose before us. Again a light showed inside. There 

was a shot, and the next moment the place seemed 
to explode—the roaring and flaming of weapons 
were like thunder and lightning on a rampage; the 
cracks in the nearer wall were plain against the 
flashes. 

The firing was thinner when we reached a point 
some sixty yards from it, and the lamp, or lantern, 
had gone out. Oaths of rage and groans of pain 
filled in between the explosions. Then a voice that 
was familiar, the voice of Tip Callahan: 

“Keep throwin’ it into ‘em, Packrat! They got 
Redington!” 

So a cow-thief’s bullet had got Redington at 
last. But there wasn’t time for thinking about that. 
Four night-range guards were dashing in on horses. 
Cup cowboys sprang up and pulled them out of 
their saddles, gun-barreled and disarmed them. One 
of the four went down squalling like a puma. There 
was warning in it: 

“Law dogs!” 
The shooting stopped altogether. Just as well 

that the rustler underling had mistaken us for 
lawmen. Again Tip’s voice: 

“Boss! Quee-dow! A dozen alive yet—all 
outside now—keep the place surrounded and wait 
for daylight!” 

Fifteen men formed into a ring more than a 
hundred yards across, with the house in the center, 
made thin spacing. Not much for cover; a few rocks 
and corral posts, a wagon, two trees on a creek 
bank. Daylight was growing fast and some of the 
boys were close to being late finding their places. 

Lying flat behind a yellowish-green bush, six-
shooter ready, I watched dimness fade at the base 
of the long shanty. The forms of men hunkered 
there became visible. Some of them had rifles as 
well as Colt short guns. Another minute went by, 
and another, and the time seemed ripe. I called: 

“We’ve got the deadwood on you hombres! If 
you want to live, go to your feet with your paws up 
and no iron on you, and walk this way. If you want 
to kick the old bloody wicket, try shooting it out!” 

As had been planned, Cup boys echoed me from 
all around: 

“Yeah, try shootin’ it out!” 
That was a nice trick. They thought we were 

twice as many as we were. A bearded man with 
blood on his face—none of us ever seen him until 
this moment—sat up with an effort, under a 
window. Also, he spoke with an effort. It was a 
dying man talking: 
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“End of the string, men. Better do what the 
jigger said. And tell him—for me—to go to hell.” 

With that, the bearded hombre, kingpin cow 
thief, fell back and lay still. The others, fourteen in 
all, surrendered. Jim and I left the rest of our bunch 
tying up captives and ran into the house to see 
about Callahan and Arnett. 

Tip was sitting in a corner, barricaded by a 
rusted cast-iron stove. He seemed considerably shot 
up. Yet he was grinning through his red grime. 

“I’m okay, boss,” he said, and with a six-shooter 
pointed to his right. “Over there, look after old 
Packrat.” 

 
E NOTED that a short floorboard had been 
turned, stepped to the hole, and found Pack 

Arnett hunkered on the ground below with an 
empty gun in each hand. He, too, appeared to be 
shot up considerably. We lifted him out, and he 
fumed: 

“Dammit, I’m okay. Look after Tip.” 
I said to Jim, “Buckboard under a shed; saw it, 

didn’t you? Rig it up. These boys must go to a doc, 
and they can’t ride horses. And there’s a wagon. 
Better rig it up, too.” 

 Jim nodded and ran. Callahan started talking. 
He was tired out, and his wounds had weakened 
him further, but he insisted upon clearing things for 
me. 

“I learnt most o’ what I’m goin’ to tell you, 
boss, by keepin’ eyes and ears open, and addin’ 
two and two. All right: 

“I’d found hundreds o’ Cup cows here, and 
hundreds o’ other brands. As you’ve seen, they 
nailed me. They’d already nailed Redington. Pack 
snuck up here about midnight, and a rustler cut 
loose at him; he shot back, and got him a second 
gun. Little while ago Pack snuck under the floor 
and stuck his knife blade up through a crack, and I 
cut my ropes on it.” 

He caught a deep breath and hastened on: 
“That bearded man outside, he shot Redington. 

For just ornery cussedness. I saw I’d likely be next, 
and I jumped out o’ my loose ropes, grabbed me 
couple rustler six-shooters and fell in behind this 
stove and went to work. Packrat busted through the 
floor and also burnin’ powder in two guns. Boss, 

you never saw such a scrap!” 
Instantly then Callahan’s eyes riveted upon a 

thickly-built man, a stranger to me, who was 
struggling to his knees among five prone or 
prostrate figures in the shadowy other half of the 
long room. Callahan cried: 

“Hell, Redington, I thought you’d cashed!” 
The Cattle Association man had suffered only a 

deep crease. I hurried to him with my knife, cut his 
wrist-and-ankle ropes, and turned quickly back to 
Tip. 

“But that—” I barked—“that’s not Jones!” 
“Keep lookin’,” Tip said, “and you’ll find the 

jigger who called himself Jones.” 
The tall, bearded hombre was one of the five 

who lay dead in the fading shadows. Cow-thief 
killer? Intense hate for cow thieves? What hokum! 
Again the weary voice from behind the stove: 

“The gang had two kingpins, boss. Jones was 
one. His older brother, also with a beard, was the 
other. Redington was the only man in the county 
who knew ‘em. Might mean trouble if he just 
disappeared. Jones wanted a man on the Cup; was 
figurin’ a main big steal. The rest o’ the reason why 
he took Redington’s place with the letter he’d 
found on Redington is, it plumb tickled the mean 
daredevil in him. Buckskin Odom wasn’t as bad—” 

“Y’see, boss,” Pack Arness cut in, “Jones 
wanted Buck fer a spy, but Buck wouldn’t do it, 
and Jones had talked so much he had to kill him. 
The danged fake, he’d picked Tip fer a sorta goat, 
but he seed Tip was goin’ to sp’ile things and tried 
to kill him, too.” Well, you over thar, Red; wanta 
‘spress yoreself some?” 

Redington had little to say until the buckboard, 
the wagon, and the cavalcade of cowboys and 
captives were ready to head out for town. He 
addressed Tip: 

“Your name will mean a heap now, son. The 
Cattle Association sure could use you. Fine pay. 
How about it?” 

Callahan shook his head. “Pardner, I’m a 
cowboy. Try your proposition on Packrat there. He 
did plenty on this job.” 

“Go to hell, Red,” said old Pack. “I’m a 
cowboy, too.” 
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